
sS>mmy «Cow in a School Play
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? was the uay of the exhibition.
At. closo of the half year the
third reader class had suffered
a rli.ini;«· In teachers, thn first
having boon a substituto, where·
ae her successor was a. real

teacher. And sino« thè coming of MIhh
Carrie, tho third reader class had lived,
ns It wer«, In the public eye, for on
Frlrtayn books wore put away ami the at¬
tention given to recitations and com¬
pany.
Miss Carrie talked In deep tone«, which

she said were chest toned, aiul described
mysterious Swoops and circles with her
hands' when slio talked. And these she
called gestures. Miss Carrie was an eld·.'
CUllonlst, and had oven recited on the.
Unge.
She ga-i-e her class the benefit of her

talent, and In teaching them said they
must suit tho action to the word. The
action meant gestures, and gestures
meant «weeps and circles.
Emmy Lou had to learn a piece for

Friday. It was poetry, but you called |t a

piece, and though Undo Charlie hod se¬
lected It for Emmy Lou, MIhs Carrie did
not seein to think much of If.
Emmy Lou stood up. Miss Carrie was

drilling her, und though she did her best
to suit the action to the word, |t seemed
a coniplcated undertaking. The pie.ee was
called, "A Plain Direction." Emmv Lou
came to the lines:

Straight down the Crooked Lan«
And all round tho Square.

Whatever difficulties her plump fore¬
finger had had over tho first three of
these geometrical propositions, It triumph¬
ed at the end, for Emmy Lou paused. A
Kiuare has fofer sides, and to suit a four-
sldcd action to the word, takes time.
Miss Carrie, whose attention had wan¬

dered a little, here suddenly observing,
«topped her, saying her gestures were

stiff and meaningless. She said they look¬
ed llko straight lines cut In the nlr.
Emmy Lou, anxious to prove her efforts

to b«j conscientious, explained that they
wero straight lines. It was a square. Miss
Carrie drew herself up, and, usine her
.coldest tones, told Emmy Lou not to be
funny.
"Funny!" Emmy Lou felt that she did

not understand.
But this was a mero «rplsode between

Fridays. One lived but to prepare for
Fridays, and a Sunday dress wan be¬
coming a mere everyday affair, since
one's best must bo worn for Fridays.
No other class had these recitations

and the third reader was enroJ. Its
members wore pointed out nnd gazed
upon, until one realized one was stand¬
ing in the garish light of fame. The
other readers, It seemed, longed for famé
and craved publicity, and so it eamo
about that the school wan to havo an

exhibition, -with Miss Carrie's genius to

plan and engineer the whole, For g«_-neral
material, Miss Carrie drew from tao
whole school, but tho play was for her
own class alone.
And this was the day of the exhibition.
Hattlo and Sadlo and Emmy Lou stood

at the gate of tho school. Thoy had spent
the morning In rohearsliig. At noon they
had been sent home with instructions to
return ot half past two. -..e exhibition
would begin at three.
"Of course," Miss Carrie had said, "you

will not fail to be on time." And Miss
Curri« had used her deepest tones.
Hattlo and Badie and Emmy Lou had

wondered how she could even dream of
such a thing.

It was not 2 o'clock, and the three
stood at tho gate the first to return.
They wero In the samo piece. It was

"The Play." In a play ono did more
than suit tho action to tho word, one
dressed to suit the part.
In the play Hattle and Sadie and Emmy

Lou found themselves the orphaned chil¬
dren of a soldier, who had failed to re¬
turn from the war. It was a very sad
piece.1 Sadie hod to weep, and more
than once Emmy Lou had found tears
In her own eyes, watching her.
Miss Carrie «aid Sadlo showed hls-

t rlnufc talent. Emmy Lou asked Hat tie,
about it, who said It meant tears, and
Emmy Lou remembered then how tears
came naturally to Sadlo.
When Aunt Cordelia heard tlwv must

dress to suit the part she came to see
Miss Currlo, and so did the mamma of
Sadlo and the mamma of Hattle.
"Dress them In a kind of mild mourn-

. ing." Miss Carrie explained, "not too
rtecp, or it will seem too real, and, as
three llttlo sisters, suppose wo drees
thorn alike?"
And now Hattle and Sadie and Emmy

T.mi ston<l at the gate ready for the play,
Stiffly Immaculate whlto dresses, with
beltings of black sashes, flared Jauntily
out above spotless whlto stockings and
sober little bluok slippers, while black.
hound Leghorn hats shaded three anx¬
ious little countenances. By the exact
«enter, each hold a little handkerchief,
black bordered.

"it seems almost wicked," Aunt. Cor¬
delia fiad ventured at this point; "it'
seems like tempting Providence."'
But .Sadie's mamma did not see it so.

.Sadie's mamma had provided the hainl-
Uorchlefs, Tears were Sadie's feature
In tho pluy.
Hattle anil Saâle and Emiiiy Lou wore

«-..ich un linxloiie seriousness of counte¬
nance, but It was a variant seriousness,
Tintile'« teiibo expression breathed a

dotormliiollon which might have been
Interpreted do or ilio; to Hattlo life was
a battling toé, to be overcome anil trod¬
den beneath a victorious heel; Hattle
was an infidel St. George, always on the
look for the dragon, and to-day the ex¬
hibition was tho dragon.
SadlO's sorlouaness wan a, complacent

realization of largo responsibility, Her
Weeping was a feature, El «idle remem¬
bered she had histrionic talent.
Emmy Lou's anxiety was because there

loomed ahead tho awful moment of
mounting the pi at form. It was terrible
on mere Fridays to mount the platform,
and, after vain swallowing to overcome
a labial ilryness and a lingual tonto ot
copper, try to suit the action to the
word; but to mount tho platform for the
play.Emmy Lau was trying not lo look
that far ahead. But as Ilia hour tin·
iiroai-heil, tho solenni Importance of the
occasion was stealing brainward, and «he
even begun to feel glad she was p. part
of tho exhibition, for tn have been loft
out would have been worse oven than
the rniiiiioiit of mounting tho platform.
"Mv grown-un brother's criming." salii

HattlH, "an* my mamma an' gran'ma an'
tho rest"
"My Aunt Cordelia lias invited the v|s-

lliug lady next <1«.??·," sutil Emmy Lou.
But It was baillii's lumi'. "Our minis-

tir'f cornili.;," said Sadie.
"Oh, Sadie," i-.iid Haiti«', ¡uni -? lili*

there was defpair in her voice, en« knew

that In Hattle'n heart there was exulta¬
tion nt tho very awfuliiess of It.
"Oh, Sadie," said Emmy Lou, und there

was no exultation In the tones of Emmy
Lou's despair. Not tluit Emmy Lou hud
much to do.hers wns mostly the suit¬
ing of tho action to sonic othor's word.
Hhe was chosen largely because of liattle
nnd Sadie, who had wanted her. And
then, loo, Kmmy Lou's Uncle Charlie
was the ownor of a newspaper. The ex¬

hibition might get into Its columns. Not
that Miss Carrie cured for thin herself.
she was thinking of the good It might
do the school.
Emmy Lou's part was to weep when

Sadlo wept, and to point a chubby fore¬
finger skyward when Hattle mentioned
tho departuro from earth of tho soldier
parent, sjifl to lower that forefinger foot-
ward at Sadie's tearful allusion to an

untimely grave.
Emmy Lou had but one utterance, and

It was brief. Emmy Lou wns to advance
one foot, stretch forth a hand nnd say,
In the character of an orphan for whom
no asylum was offered: "Wo know not
whero wo ko."
That very morning, at gray nf dawn.

Kmmy Lou had crept from her own Into
Aunt Cordelia's bed, to say It over, for
It wolghod heavily on her mind: "We
know not whero we go."
As Emmy Lou said it th" momentous

Import or tho confession fell with explo¬
sive relief on tho go, as if the relief were

great to have reached that point.
It seemed to Aunt Cordcliu, however,

ihat the whero was tho problem In tho
matter.
Aunt Louise called In from the next

room. Aunt Louise had largo ideas. The
stress, she mid, should be laid equally
or know, not, where and go.
Since then, all day, Emmy Lou had

been saying It at interval« of half min¬
utes, for four sho might forgot.
Meanwhile, it yet iacking u. moment

or so to 2 o'clock, the orphaned heroines
continued to linger at the gate, awaiting
tho hour,
"Leiten," said Ha tile. "1 hear music."
There wns a_church acmes tho street.

The drug store adjoined it.' It waa a largo
church, with high steps and a pillared
portico, and its doors weer open.
"It's a band, and marching," «aid Hat-

tic.
The orphaned children hurried to tho

curb. A proceeolon was turning tho cor¬

ner and coming toward them. On either
sidewalk crowds of men and boye ac-

ccmpanled it.
"It's a funeral," said Badi», as if she

intuitively divined the mournful.
? latti e turned with a face of convic¬

tion. "I know. It's that big general's
tenera!; they're bringing him here to
bury hlra with the soldiers."
"We'll never see a thing for the crowd,"

despaired Sadie.
Emmy Lou wag gazing. 'They've got

plumes la their hats," she said.
"Let's go over on the church pteps and

see it go by." said Hattie. "iCs early."
The orphaned children hurried across

the street. They climbed the steps. At
the top they turnod.
There were plumes and more, there

were flags nnd swords, and a band led.
But at the church, with unexpected

abruptness, tlio band halted, turned. It
fell apart, and the procession came

through; It came right on through and
up the steps, a line of uniforms and
swords on either side, from curb to pil¬
lar, and halted.
Aghast, between two glittering files, tho

orphaned children shrank Into the shadow
behind a pillar, while up streamed from
the carriages below an unending line.
bareheaded men and ladice beurlng flow-

/
ers. Behind, below, about, closing In on

oveiy sl'to, crowded people.? sea of peo¬
ple.
The orphaned children found themselves

swept from their hiding by the' crowd
and unwillingly Jostled forward Into prom¬
inence,
A frowning man, with a sword In his

hand, seemed to bo threatening every*
bedy; his face was red and his voice wns

big, and ho glittered with many buttons.
All at once lie caught sight of the or¬

phan children, and threatened them vehe¬
mently,
"Here," said tho frowning man, "right

In hero," and he placed thetn In line.
Tho orphaned children were appalled,

and even In tho fnco of tho man cried
out In protest But tho man of tho sword
did not hear, for the reason that ho did
not listen. Instoad he was addressing a

large and stout lady Immediately behind
them.
"Separated from the family in the con¬

fusion.tho grandchildren, evidently; Just
see them In, please."
And suddenly the orphaned; children

fcund themselves a part of the proces¬
sion as grandchildren. The naturo of a

procession Is to proceed. And tho grand¬
children proceeded with it. They could
not holp themselves. There was no timo
foi protest, for, pushed by the crowd,
which closed and swayed above their
heads, and piloted by the Htout lady closo
behind, they were swept Into tho church
and up Die aisle, and when thoy came
again to themselves were in the inner cor¬
ner of a pew near the front.

Tlio church was decked with flags.
So waft tho third reader room. It was

hung with flags for the exhibition.
Hattle in the corner nudged Sadie. Sadie

urged Emmy Lou, who, next to the stout
lady, touched her timidly, "We han'e 1/3
get out," said Emmy Lou, "We'vo got to
say our parts."
"Not now," said tho lady, reassuringly

"tho programme Is at tho cemetery."
Emmy Lou did not understand, and she

tried to IpII tho lady.
"S'h'h," said that person, engaged with

the spec laclo and the crowd, "sh-h-"
Abashed, Emmy Lou sat, sh-h-ed.
Hattio arose. It was terrible to rise

in church, and at a funeral, and the
chu: ch was filled, the aislc3 v.v.rs crowd¬
ed but Hattle rose. Hattle was a St.
George, and a dragon stood between her
und tho exhibition.
Sho pushed by Sadie and past Emmy

Lou. Hattle was as slim as sho was
strenuous, or, perhaps, she was slim bs·
cause she wa« strenuous, but not even
so slim a little girl as Hattle could push
by the stout lady, for sho filled the space.
At Battle's touch she turned. Although

she looked good natured, tho size and
ponderance of the lady were intimidating,
Sho stared at Hattle; peoplo were looking;
It wan In church; Hatlle's faco was red.
"You can't get to tho family," said

the lady, "yon couldn't move In the
crowd. Bosidd I promised to see to you.
Now be quiet," she added crossly, when
Hattle would have spoken. She turned
away: Hattle crept back vanquished by
tills dragon.
"So suitably dressed." the stout lady

was saying to a lady beyond; "grand¬
children, you know."
"She says they are grandchildren,"

echoed the «whispers around.
"Even thoir little handkerchiefs ha/e

black borders," somebody beyond replied.
Emmy Iaiu wondered if she wan in

some dreadful dream. Wan fIio a grand¬
child or was she an orphan? Her head
swam.
The service began and there fell on the

unwilling grandchildren the submission of
awe. The stout lady cried, sh» also

punched Emmy Lou with her elbow
whenever that little porson moved, but

finally sho found courage to turn her
best! so she could kco Sadie.
Sadie was weeping Into her black bor¬

dered handkerchief, nor were the*/ tenis
of histrionic talent. They were real tears.
People all about wore looking at her
sympathetically. Such grief In a grand¬
child was very moving.

it muy havo boon minutes, it seemed to
Emmy Ijou hours, beforo there came *
general uprising, Hattle stood up. Ro
did Sadie and Emmy Lou. Their skirt«
no longer stood out Jauntily; they were

quite crushed and subdued.
There was a wild, hentod look in Hal-

tie's eyes. "Wa'ch tho chance," she
whispered, "and run."
But It did not come, As the petis

emptie» tho stout lady passed Emmy
lv«>u on, addressing somo ono beyond,
"Hold to this one," she said, "and I'll
take the oilier two, or they'll get tramp¬
ed in tlio crowd."
Kmmy Lou felt herself grasped; sho

could not seo up to find by whom. The
crowd In tho aislo had closed about her
head, but she heard the stout lady behind
saying: "Did you ever seen such an lli-
mannered child?" and Emmy i>ou judged
that Hattle was struggling aga'nst fatu.
Slowly tho crowd moved, and, being a

part of It, however, unwillingly, Emmy
Lju moved, too, out of tho church and
down tho stops. Then camo tho crash¬
ing of the band and the roll of carrlagss
and she found herself in the front row un
the curb.
Tho man with the brandishing sword

was threatening violently. "One more
carriage Is hero for tho family," called
the man with (tho sword. His face was

red and his volca was hoarse. His glance
In search for tho family suddenly fell on

Emmy I/Ju. She felt it fall.
The problem solved Itself for tho man

with tho sword and his brow cleared.
"Grand-children next," roared the
threatening man.
"Grandchildren." echoed the crowd.
Hattlo and Sadlo wore pushed for¬

ward fiponi pomtewhero, Hattlo lifting
her voice. But what was the' cry of
Hattlo before tho brazen utterance of
the band? Sadie, was weeping wildly.
Emmy Lou, with tho courage of de«:·

pair, cried out in the grasp or the throat«
onlng man, but the man, lifting her Into
the carriage, was speaking Himself, and
to tho driver. "Keep an eye on them.
separated from the family," ho was ex¬

plaining, and a moment later Hattle and
Sadie wore lifted after Emmy Lou lnta.
the carriage, and as the door banged
their carriage moved with tho rest up
the street
"Now," said Hattle, and Hattle sprang

to the further door.
, It would not open. Things never will
in dreaful dream3.
Through tlio carriage windows the

school, with Us arched doorways and
windows, gazed frownlngly, reproachful¬
ly. A gentleman entered· tho gate and
wont Into the doorway.
"It's our minister," said Sadlo, weep¬

ing aíresh.
Hattle beat upon the window and call¬

ed to the driver, but no mortal ear could
have heard above that band.

'An' my grown-up brother, an' gran'ma
' tho rest," said Hattlo. And Hattie

wept.
"And the visiting lady next door," said

Emmy Lou. she did not mean to weep,
tear« did not come readily to Emmy Lou.
but just then her eyes fell'upon the hand¬
kerchief still held by Its. exact center
in her hand. What would tho exhibition
do without them?
Then Emmy Lou wept;
Lato that afternoon a carrlago stopped

at a corner upon which a school building
stood. Since his charges wero but In¬
fantile affairs, tho colored gentleman on
tlio box thought to .exordia to matters and
drop them at the corners nesiest their
homes.
Descending, the colored Kentloman fiung
open tho door, and three llttlo girls crout
forth, threo crushed little girls, three limp
llttlo girls, three little girls in a mild
kind of mourning. *t

They came forth timidly. Thoy lorVod
around. They hoped they, might reach
their homos unobserved.
There was a crowd up me stre»t. A

gathering of people.many people. It
seemed to be at Emmy Lou's gate. Hattle
and Padle lived farther on.
"It must bo a fire," said Hnttle.
But It wasn't. It was the exhibition, the

principal and Miss Carrie, tho teachers

and pupils, the mammas and aunties nn.1
Fuel« Charlie.
"An' gran'ma." said Hattle.
"And the visiting lady." said Emmy

Lou.
"And our minister," »nid Sadie.
The gathering of many pooplo caitnht

sight of them presently, and enmo to meet
them, the three little «Iris In mild mourn¬
ing.
The little girls moved slowly, but the

crowd moved rapidly.
Tiie gentlemen laughed, Uncle Chnrllo

nnd tho minister and the papa o> two,
laughed when they heard, and laughed
again, nnd went on laughing, thev lei.ntd
against tho fence.
But the ladles could see notn'itg funny.

the mammas, nor Aunt Cordelia, l'b&t
mild mourning had been the remit of
anxious planning and consultation.
Nelthor could Miss Carrie. Sho said thoy

had failed her. She said It In her deepest
tones and used gestures.
Sadie wept, tor tho eight of Miss Cai-

rle recalled afresh tho tears she «¡hrild
havo shed with histrionic talent.
The parents and guardians W them

home.
Emmy Lou was tlrod. Sho wn» u*e-i Ic

? quiet Ufo, and nevar before had bt»n
In the public eye.
At supper she nodded and mild mourn-

ji Ing and all, suddenly Emmy Lou col¬
lapsed nnd fell asleep, her head against
hnr chair.
Uncle Charlie Woke her. Ho stood her

up on the a'ialr and hold out his arms.

Uncle Charlie meant to cnrry; her as If
she were a baby thing again up to bed.
"Come," said Uncle Charlie.
Emmy Lou stood dazed and flushed, she

was not yet riult.o awake.
.Undo Charlie had caught snatches of
school vernacular. "Come," said he, "suit
tho action to the word."
Emmy Lou woko suddenly, the words

smiting her ears With ominous Import.
Sho thought tho hour had come, it was

tho exhibition.
Sho stood stiffly, she advanced a cau¬

tious foot, her chubby hand described a

careful half circle. Emmy Lou spoke.
"We know not where wo go," said

Emmy Lou.
"No more we do," said Uncle Charllo.

(Copyright by by MoClure, Phillips A Co.)

MUCH IN LITTLE.

I guess I'll write a letter
To my papa gone to sea,

Across the awful, biggest ocean,
There could almost ever be.

"Dearest, bestest, darling papa";
That's the way I shall begin;

Because he Is the 'very best
And ho brings me everything.

'When you come with your big vessel,
Boat across tho great big sea:

Bring your girlie lots of goodies,
Bring a whole shlpful to me'·

Bring some candy, and some peanuts,
And a pony and a sled,

And an olophant to.play with,
And some.something for his bed,

And some kisses for your girlie,
That Is all; only remember,

I'm waiting very good
For your corning, this December.

I have got a bushel kisses.
And a houseful, packed away,

Of sweet love to pay my papa,
When ho comes from far away."

NANNIE DRUMELLER,
Barton Height's, Va.,

THE LOST DIAMOND.

There was once a poor farmer who
had two sons, pno named Edward and tho
other Robert. Edward was a largo rough-
looking man, about twenty-five years of
age and very lazy, while Robert was

only a lad, hut very Industrious and
handsome Indeed. He was tall and had
beautiful bluo eyes, dark brown curly
hair and a fair complexion. Edward
laid about the house at his ease, while
Robert and his father worked In the
field.
But it chanoed one day while he was

looking over the evening paper, he-saw
whore tho king offered r large reward
to the person who would find a lost dia-

mond. ono timi fie prized very much
nnd lwid lost while out on a pleasure trip.
Edward then took a bnskot of food and

a flask of milk and started out in search
of tho diamond. Ho went to the palace
Ilrst to nsk tho permission of tbo king
and slatted again on his Journey. Ilo
searched day after day but all In vain
until ho Isid searched almost a month
and then ha returned home. The rea¬
son ho did not go back to tho palace wns
because ho ws.s ashamed of searching so
long for ono diamond ptid not finding·
It. An soon as ho roaohed homo ho
found Rollert preparing to leave in search
of tho diamond nlso.
Ho tried to mnko Robert stay at homo,

for he was afraid Robert m'ght find It
nnd havo tho admiration of the king,
but lbdxsrt wood not listen to him, ns
his father wns dead and he did not love
hie brother.
So determined was he to go that he

wiia up by .1 o'clock tlio next tnornin,·
and hnd reached the pulaco by half-past
11 that day. He wii-t met before ho
reached It by the king's pretty daughter,
Joséphine, who saw him coming nnd wajji
so much charmed by his handsome figure
that .'«lio went out to meet him and It
seemed as if Cupid had struck them
both In their hearts. Tho king would
not let Robert leave that night but made
lilin wait until the next morning. He
left tho palace tlio next morning quito
soon, but luid not gono much further.than
a. mllo before ho met a small queer-look¬
ing man with lung gray beard. T)io
man told Robert to follow him and led
him to a largo cave In the mountain.
Hero the man put Robert and shut him
up and was going to make him stay a
year.
Robert had been there a wt;ek when

a giant cerno and told the dwarf if ho
did not let Robert out and tell him where
the diamond was he would kill him. So
the dwarf let Robert out and told him
where to find the diamond. He soon
found It and roturned to tho pnlac.e,
where he afterwards married the king's
daughter, Josoplwho, and after the
king's death was made king himself and
lived a lone* happy life.

JTIUKTTE LOVING.

MONKEY CAME TO TOWN.

Dear Editor,.I received your letter and
badge, and I thank you so much for It
A monkey came to town to-day and I
was so taken with him ? could not get
my mind off him, so wrote a little story,
not exactly about one, but one. Just to
show how attractive they are with little
children, I didn't get discouraged be¬
cause my last picture did not win out,
but thought about the old piece of poetry,
"If at first you don't succeed, try, try,
again," But I certainly hop,,. this Is
good enough to publish next Sunday. I
am glad to see the T. ft>. C. C. growing
so rapidly. -

Youra truly,
BERKLEY GREGORY.

Clover, Va.

'«MY SCHOOL."
I have two miles to go to school. I walk

with roy brother, We have ten scholars.
In recess we eat grapes, crock hickory
nuts, play games and havo a fine time.
There are only two boys In school. There
Is a creek Just bolow the school, and we
go down there In spring and play. There
is a great big gulley just the other side
ot school, and wo play snake in tho gulley
In it
We don't go to school but six months

in a year. But recess is closing, and I
must do the same.
Please send mo a badge. If I am not

too late.
Yours truly,

M. CLARICE HENSON,
Polndexter, Louisa county, Vn.

A Kitten Story.
Throe little kittens lost their mittens,
Arid*they began "to cry.
Oh! mother, dear, we very much fear,
That wc have lost our. mittens.

Lost vour mittens!
You naughty kltteno!
Then you shall havo no pie;
Mee-ow. mee-ow. mee-ow.
No; you shall have no pie.
Mee-ow. mee-ow. mee-ow.

.Selected by Maud Eva ryler.

Cut this picture out and color neatly and artistically and send to The Times-Dispatch office by next Saturday. Mother Goose Paint Books will be mailed to
tho thneo children sending In tho best colored pictures.

<ln«< misty, inuist.v morning.
Wln-n uiuml.v wa ilio wcuther.

I nut ¡t liitliitiltl mali,
I'lnilioil all in leather;

1)«- bogan tu ruinplliiH'Ui,
And i lucali to grill,
'.How ilo you ilo ¡uni how do you do,"

Ami how ilo yuu ?? again '."

l H. BOSHER'S ».
A Large Stock of

Fallì Winter Carriages
OF LATEST PATTERN,

Depot Rookaways, Traps, Vic'orias,
Surreys, Runabouts, Stanhopes,
Grocery and Delivary Wagons,
One and Two-Horse Trucks,

Preserve your vehicle* by bavins; them
repaired und repainted now.

R. H. BOSHER'S
15 SOUTH NINTH STREET.

MACHINES
Rented,
Repaired
and
Exchanged.

| TYPEWRITER
< SUPPLIES

.All Kinds.

UNDERWOOD
VISIBLE

TYPEWRITER
The latest product of type¬

writer manufacture.
Visible from date to

signature. No carriage
lift. Universal keyboard.
Improved paper feed. Spe¬
cially designed for mani¬
folding and mimeograph¬
ing. Over 2,000 In use by
tho U. S. government.
Ask for lllustr'd catalogue.

UNDERWOOD
TYPEWRITER
COMPANY,
1212 E. Main,
RICHMOND,

VA.

THE FiRM OF

IHI'Shaving gone out of business, I
¦will continue tho

Gun, Rifle, Pistol and Sport¬
ing Goods Business

at tho Old »Stanti,
1719 EAST FÎIANKLIN STREET,

under the name of

T. W. TIGNOR'S SON.
I will be glad to serve tho pat¬

rons of the old concern in the
best way possible, and my per¬
sonal friends. Tho repair work
leftwith T. W. Tignor's Sons can
be found at 1719 E. Franklin St.,
and will not be kept longer than
the loth of November.then it
will bo sold for repairs.

J. C. TIGNOH,
Proprietor.

NOW IS THE TIME
To Order Your Books
For the New Year.

Do not wait until you want, to open»-
thorn. Order now und. havo them ready
for use.

???-ito or 'phono (lati·?).

SIMONS BLANK BOOK CO.,
Designers and Manufacturers of

BLANK BOOKS.
1201 MAINSTREET. RICHMOND, VA

Can Cancer Be Oured ?

Without the use of the knife we cur«
Cancers, Tumors and Chronic Sarea,
charging nothing for examination. Our
patients are our best friends. Come and
see the cancers wo have removed and
cured from our now happy patients, and
are dally curing. ? he? are wonderful.
If then you are not satisfied, we will pa/,
all your expenses.

Kellam Cancer Hospital
Twelfth and nani; Streets

Richmond. Va.

75c. Half-Soling Men's Shoes
Ladies', 60c.

livery pair Welt Shoo restìu-ncil on

our Electric Stitcher; no,'Uili ugly .iew-

Ing around tho sole like a cabbler sews
by hand: no nail», no pegs; the only
UD-to-date plant for repairing ühtieis In

.Mi.

????G? ELECTRIC POWER
Untw * SH0E FACT0RY(

716 East Main Street.
'Phono -M7, will send anywhere and

deliver.
This advertisement good for 10c.

CHESTERFIELD LUNCH ROOMS.
POPULAR PRICn^,SFECtAL

25c
nixNKR,
19 toa P. M

linST SFRVlCfi,
Open Tuesday, Sept, 1,03

1208 ?; Main tit.


